RALPH    RASHLEIGH
reef was only a very short distance ahead when suddenly
Roberts roared out, 'Lay down, every man.* He himself
gave point to the urgency of his command by flinging him-
self upon the half deck, retaining his grip of the tiller, and
keeping his eye fixed on a hill that lay directly ahead in their
course.
A volley of musketry came from the pilot boat, some of
the bullets tearing through the fugitives* sails, followed by
the voice of the commandant, thundering imperiously:
'Strike your sail, you infernal scoundrels, and surrender,
or we'll run you down:*
Roberts raised himself to his knee, gave the tiller to
another man, whose musket he took, and looked carefully
to the flint and priming.
'Now, my lads,* he said, 'if we were once inside that reef
we should be safe. There is but one passage through it, and
I don't believe there is a man in any of those boats that
knows the course, except myself. "We must stop that pilot
boat somehow, if we can. I'll aim at that damned tyrant in
the bows, and the rest of you fire at the slings of her sails. If
any of your shots tell they must stop. Now, say when you
are ready/
He waited until he got the signal that they were all ready.
*Now, the slings, mind,' he cried.   'Let fly!'
As the smoke of the volley cleared Rashleigh saw the
brutal commandant stagger, drop his musket into the sea,
and sink into the outstretched arms of an attendant boatman.
The after-sail fluttered for a moment in the breeze and then
came down over the heads of the steersman and the soldiers
standing in the stern sheets. The pilot boat yawed out of
her course, which just saved her from piling up on a rock not
an oar's length from her bows.
The runaway boat was now in the thick of the breakers
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